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Summary: What if the game COunter-Strike wasw real? And what if you 
died in the game you died in real life? 


CounterStrike for real? 

Rian had come home after a hard day at school. His teacher Miss 
Nezzbitt had failed him, he lost his lunch money .The bullies Tod, 
Rod, and Ray beat his sorry little butt. And to top it all of in 
workshop class he ended up dropping one to many hammers on his foot. 
He had began to walk home but was pulled backwards from a sudden jurk 
on his backpack. 

><br>Tod: Hey buddy boy! How's the toothache? 

><br>Rod and Ray began to laugh in unison 
><br>Rian: I umm. well umm. 

><br>Rian then broke off into a fast run the boys chasing him. 
><br>Rian: Man! Now what! 

><br>At that sudden he tripped over a stick. Tod caught up to him 
first and the beating of his life was in store. At the end of it all 
they ran away taking his belongings, he was just wondering how could 
a freshman get beat up through the middle of the second semester 
after everything went well? Rian: 0 yea*he smirked a little* 

><br>In the morning he was carrying things for miss Nezzbitt to the 
classroom as Tod walked passed him. Rian looked as if he had flicked 
him off while carry the boxes. He had gotten home sneaking through 
the living room avoiding his mother so she wouldn't see the bruises 
and cuts. He had gotten up into his room quietly and turned on his 
computer waiting for it to load. He was getting bored looking at the 
screen until his eyes met a letter on his desk. He held it up but 
just then his mother had yelled from downstairs. 

><br>Mom: Ran you friend left a letter for you I put it on your desk! 


><br>He hadn't answered but ass he looked at the letter it said from 
his bud Steve saying how bad it was as he moved, ironic how they both 
had bad days, the game loaded and a big white flash filled the room. 



When it cleared he looked around after hearing a loud sound of 
gunshots and explosions. His eyes had widened and his mouth dropped. 
He had somehow out of some reason he was inside the game! ! ! He froze 
as he heard the sound of someone reloading a gun behind him. He 
turned around a person dressed up as part of the Terrorist team! The 
red bandanna the camouflage clothes and the way he was equipped with 
guns, grenades, a pistol, a dagger, and his rifle staring dead at 
him. He was in the game he was in a costume of the Counter- terrorist 
and he was about to die. Until a another blinding flash occurred as 
he ran around like a mad man until he found covering. The man with 
the rifle died as he heard gunshots flaring through the air and the 
body which was inches away from him. . . 


End 
f ile . 



